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CHAPTER XXX—(Continued.)

Fred leaned across the table and nearly
spoke, for he knew very well that this
marriage Nickolas meant was his own
with Annie, though the others must think
that that of Annie’s sister to Nobrikoff
was intended. Still his eyes remained
hard; and now Nickolas seemed to address
him with even more emphasis. “I should
have been told,” he thundered. ‘“Who
denies it, let him stand up and face me.”
¥red did not move, or anyone else. “On
those who kept silence® let the responsi-

bility lie,” cried Nickolas. “Who dares;

blame me for what I did in ignorance,
desiring only honour, tripped up in the
darkness. Who dares blame me?” he
thundered, and waited in vain for an ans-
wer, for the storm and the passion of his
eloquence had for the moment at least
beaten down all resistance. “Well, then,”
he resumed gently, “if I am not accused,
ghall we not consider what is best to be
done—not for ourselves, but for her who
suffers in silence?”’

Again Fred knew that Nickolas spoke of
‘Annie, though the others imagined that
it was Russia he meant. But Fred’s eyes
remained hard, for the very truth there
was in what Nickolas said only made his
anger the greater, his rage becoming deep-
er, because he saw very well that if he
had taken the plain and honest path, the
manly path, the way of truth—that way
of truth which is at once so plain-and so
easy, so obscure and so difficult—then all
might have been well. Nay, all would
have been well had he but said at the
beginning: “This is my wife; her place
fs with me.”

In brooding and €ullen rage he glanced
round, and in all the room saw only one
other man unaffected by Nickolas’ elo-
nuence—the scowling young chief en-
gineer,

“How fine your talk is,” said Fred loud-
ly.in French; “but, all the same, you do
not even attempt to deny that you did
betray everything to the spy Nobrikoff.”

“Yes, it is true,” cried the chief en-
gineer, leaping up; “and had he not be-
trayed us, the rifles would have been on
board to-day, and the Seven Sisters could
have esailed on to-night’s tide.”

. “Traitor,” cried Fred, using almost the
ipnly Russian word he knew. He pointed
‘his finger at Nickolas, and said in French,
*See the man who sold you.”

! The words were like magic; even those
{who did not understand them knew the
meaning of that pointed finger and that
tone of bitter scorn. It was as.if the
spell Nickolas had woven about them
Fred’s levelled finger instantly discharged.
Knives flashed and pistols leaped from
‘bulging pockets, as, screaming their hate,
‘the men gathered and rushed in a fierce

{band
CHAPTER XXXI.
The Bomb.

Thus, swayed by a word, in one instant
the men in the cabin changed from quiet-
jude to a wild frenzy, forgetting instantly
|how the moment before they had been
;half convinced of Nickolas’ innocence.
g’.l'hose who had been sitting round the
table sprang up shouting, while the
others by the door swayed forward in a
dense body, like the sullen inrush of the
tide into a narrow bay. But Nickolas, un-
‘daunted, changed too, and from the mild,
|persuasive orator became the man of
hasty .action. The chair he had been
etanding by he had swung up and dashed
in the faces of the men as they came at
him, and taking advantage of the mom-
entary pause that resulted, he laughed
lightly and leaped on the top of the cabin
gable.

For an instant his assailants hung as-
tonished, amazed by this action of his as
by his ‘laugh that had sounded like music
through the clamour of their rage. Lifted
high above them he stood, stooping just
an inch or so, that his head might not
touch the deck above that made the cab-
in’s roof.

“Upset the table,” shrilled Golovin
'with a goose’s cunning, not knowing that
jt was securely fastened to the floor.

Nickolas looked at him and laughed
again, and one man who grabbed at his
foot got a kick in the face that sent him
back howling. .

“Why, you are a fool,” said Fred, look-
ing up at him with a frowning brow. “It
‘will be easy for them to knock you off
‘there, and once vou are down you have
ino carthly chance.”

“That’s as may be,” said Nickolas, and
drew a flat case from his pocket.

He stood quiet on the table, raised
above his enemies, and, balancing him-
self easily as he held out this plain, flat,
| ordinary-looking package on the palm of
{his hand. Again astounded, his doubtful
lenemies hung back once more, checked by
some dim but penetrating fear.

Then Golovin spoke; his thin voice

Judicrous by contrast with the deep hum
of swelling rage that rose from the throats
tof the crew, the more strongly now that
stheir rush was stayed.
\ “By heaven,” he said, “that is my new
bomb, my little lamb of a bomb that I
have just invented, is it not—the one I
gave you to look at yesterday?”

“Precisely,” said Nickolas; “and now it

is loaded.”
. “Ah,” said Golovin with gloomy satis-
ffaction. “Well, if it goes off, then the
bottom will be smashed out of the ship,
‘and, as for all of us, we shall just be in
little bits—small pieces, I assure you.”

“Precisely,” agreed Nickolas again. His
mocking eyes roved to and fro, scanning
each pale face in turn. “Well, shall 1
drop it? Come back, there,” he said, as
‘some near the door shuffled towards it.
%Come back—this business has got to be
gettled now, for good and all, or” —and
he made a slight movement with his out-
stretched hand,- as he stood raised there
upon the table, so that a cold shiver ran
through all present.

“Nickolas Andreivitch, be reasonable,”
gaid Count O— feebly.

No one else spoke; they hardly so
much as dared to breathe, lest they might
explode that little flat, box-like thing
which held, they well understood, the
lives of half of them within it. Hardly
a man present but had some experience
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and overcome everything else, till at last
it was that alone they heard, only that
they heeded, a quiet and regular ticking
proceeding from the little flat case still
poised on Nickolas’ outheld and steady
hand. !
“Ah,” said Golovin, who, though as
much frightened as anyone, and trembling
violently, still preserved his interest in
his bombs—“ah,” he said, in a quavering
voice, ‘‘then you have got a clockwork
arrang=ment for firing the explosive?”’
“Yes,” Nickolas answered. “Well,” he
said, “I wonder how many of you can
guess the hour at which it is set %o go

{off?”

* “0O Lord,” said Golovin, trying to cross
himself with a hand that shook till it
could hardly make the sign. No one else
showed the least disposition to indulge
in any guesses, and Golovin went on. “For
my own part, I care very little about
clockwork. It is so apt to go wrong, and
the noise it makes is such a disadvantage,
too. What did you use to load it with?
Do be careful how you hold it, Nickolas
Andreivitch.” ‘

“Nickolas told him, naming two of the
most powerful explosives known; and
Golovin smacked his lips with an odd
mixture of appreciation and fear.

“Well, by Heaven, if that goes off,” he
said—“well, there won’t even be pieces
of us left. Not so much as pieces,” he
assured his companions. . “I made that
bomb, and I ought to know, and I say
there will not even be bits of us left. We
shall be powder,” he said, wiping his
eyes and sniffing audibly.

“And by this time, possibly,” observed
Nickolas, mocking them, “you may have
come to the conclusion that I am mnot a
safe man to meddle with.” |

He stooped and laid the bomb down
on the table at his feet, handling it with
a carelessness that made the onlookers
chiver again, and then jumped down to
the floor, some of them at that even cry-
ing out with the fear they had lest the
shock he made in alighting might explode
the bomb. .

“For the future,” he continued, with a
deep and biting contempt, ‘“perhaps you
will wait a little longer, and think a little
more deeply, before you venture to match
yourselves against me. Is there anyone
of you with anything to say?” he asked,
still scorning them.

His eyes went to each in turn, challeng-
ing each one separately, and in turn each
one averted his face, as if acknowledging
defeat. Count O— sitting moodily in his
chair at the head of the table; old Ivano-
vitch collapsed and huddled up; Ignat,
Golovin, and even the scowling engineer,
not one of them had a word to say, ob:
servant as they all were of the small
flat package from which there came that

ominous and loud ticking. Rather in the |

background Kred stood with folded arms,
his eyes half closed, and waited, scorning
the others as much as he hated Nickolas,
and saying to himself that presently he
would show that he at least was in no
way overawed. ;

“Only go, if it pleases you, Nickolas
Andrevitch,” said the Count. “That is all
we ask—if you will just go.”

“You pack of cowards, are you all afraid
of him?” cried Fred, and darted forward,
meaning to enatch away the bomb.

But quick as he was, Nickolas was quic-
ker, and with a sweep of his hand picked
the thing up and held it as if meaning to
throw it down. His eyes met Fred’s di-
rectly, and it seemed to the young artist
that in them he read something. He gave
a loud exclamation with the shock of this
knowledge he now had, and, croucbing,‘he
gathered himself together to launch him-
gelf at Nickolas’ throat. A sort of low
sob or sigh of extreme terror, yet of re-
signation also, ran through the cabin as
the men perceived his intention, and al-
ready felt the huge shock of the bomb
exploded by his rash attack. Then almost
at the sameymoment as Fred still hung
upon his leap, choosing how best to spring
their pamic broke into action, and with
sobs and cries of fear, and loud appeals
to the heavenly powers for protection,
they flung themselves in a heaped masse
into the narrow doorway, struggling anc
pressing so closely together that not one
of them could effect a passage through it.
And the young engineer, moving sideways,
struck Fred so heavy and unexpected a
blow on the side of the head that he fell
down and, striking his head against a
chair, became unconscious.

“One does not want to be hlown up,”’
muttered the engineer in a kind of sulky
explanation of his action; ‘“‘that would Le
a fine end to everything.”.

“] congratulate you on your wisdom,”
said Nickolas, with a bitter sneer.

1t took some time, however, before the
panic of the other men was allayed; and
before they had succeeded in grasping the
fact that all danger was over for the pre-
sent, more than one showed visible signs
of how great their terror had been. Fred
remained lying where he had fallen, still
weak from his experience of the night
before, he could not recover o casily
from the shock of fhis blow and tall.
Nickolas, indeed, looked anxious fn a
moment or two, and leaning over him he
took pains to assure himself that nothing
very(berious had happened.

“1f you are going, Nicholas Andreivitch,”
said the Count, with a heavy sigh,” would
it not be agreeable dor you to go 2zt
once?’ *

“Yes,” answered Nickolas, understand-
ing that this scene had lasted long emough,
and that if he prolonged it further, the
panic of these men might become so great
as to swallow up their fear and make them
brave again, He turned to Golovin.
“You, Fedor Alexandrovitch,” he said,
“can unload the bomb. There will not
be the least danger—you understand bombs
so well.”

“Yeg, I think perhaps I can say I un-
derstand a bomb,” agreed Golovin proudly.
“In my hands there will be not the least
danger, 1 assure all of you, not the least
danger.” s

“Not the slightest,” echoed Nickolas.

'of what a bomb will do, and Golovin’s
reputation as an expert in the manufac-
fture of these horrid devices had stood at|
the highest, since some time before one
of his contrivances had in Moscow, smash-|
ed into nothing the Grand Duke Sergius, |
jnflicting a devil’s vengeance for a thou-|
sand devlish wrongs. They watched with!
‘fascinated horror the steady outstretched |
{arm and hand on which the thing was'
{balanced; they quivered with fear lest|
‘Nickolas should quiver also; they endured |
‘s fresh pang each ‘time he so much as
| winked an eye. One was whispering pray-
ers to himself, and another continually
'making the sign of the cross; one eyed
' Golovin with indignant hate, as if he were
responsible for it all, and another kept

|
|
|
|

«] gwear that to you upen the cross.”
He pointed to Fred’s prostrate form. "1
wish to take him with-me,” he said.

“By all means,” said the Count, with a
polite bow. “You are very welcome, in-
deed—most welcome,” he repeated, with
his eyes shiviringly on Golovin, who al-
ready had the bomb in his hands.

“Some of you men. pick him up and
carry him on shore,” ordered Nickolas,
“and another of you go for a cab. Ex-
plain that a visitor on board here has
had a fall down a hatchway, and has
hurt himself slightly, and has to be taken
to the hospital.” Two or three of the
men hurricd to obey him, half-carrying,
half-supporting Fred, who was beginning

to recover consciousness, though still in |

Deck Diew of the Monitor Florida, Showing Experi-
mental Steel Skeleton Mast

Washington, D. O., May 13.—After a
12-inch projectile has been sent crashing
against the turret of the monitor Florida,
and before the dangerous torpedo tests
are begun the guns of the firing ship
Arkansas will be trained against the
specially prepared mast on the rear of the
Florida for the purpose of completing one
of the most important experiments to
tried. The navy department wishes to as-
certain what will be the effect of heavy
shot bursting near the new type of mast
before these masts are definitely recom-
mended for United States battleships.

It is conceded by naval authorities that
one well directed shot striking a steel
mast such as are now used would tear
it apart and send the upper portion with
its light battery or fire control system
crashing to the deck. In view of this

fact experiments have been made with
skeleton masts composed of comparatively
thin steel rods, held together by transver-
sal rods joining other transversals all on
the same horizontal plane.

The arrangement of the rods has been
so planned that a surprising stability is
given to the mast and actual experiment

be | has shown that the mast inclined at an

angle of fifteen degrees, and with every
rod cut at different altitudes, the mast
still holds. It is contended that such a
mast would not fall even if a heavy shell
were to burst upon striking it. In order
to give practical proof of this several
ghots will be allowed to strike the mast
erected at the rear of the Florida.

The skeleton mast is 115 feet high and
gradually widens toward the base, until
a diameter of considerable more than one

foot is reached. The steel rods are about
two inches in diameter at the base and
narrower at the top. An arrangement
will be completed before the test is held
whereby the mast may, if necessary, be
inclined at an angle of ten or fifteen de-
grees, which would ‘represent the incline
of the mast-in rough weather.

Rear Admiral Evans in his report to
Secretary Metcalf, from the fleet, recom-
mended that skeleton masts replace the
solid masts now on the battle ships. It
would be a saving in weight and would
insure the mast against being destroyed
by one hostile shot.

When the fire control system comes into
general use the steel skeleton masts will
play an important part in naval strategy
and the destruction of a mast would be a
serious  handicap.

at least as hard as you do your friends.”
“Well, one doesn’t want to be blown
‘up!” muttered the engineer. “That

would be a fine end, to be sure.” '

Nickolas gave him a singular smile and
followed the group, which, with Fred in
its centre, had already crossed the gang-
way to the shore. Nickolas walked elowly
after them; the last thing he saw as he
left the cabin being Golovin setting to
work with cautious, dexterous fingers to
unload the bomb.

A cab had fortunately been found and
Fred was placed in it, hardly understand-
ing what they were doing with him. A
policeman, noticing that eomething out of
the usual was happening, strolled up, and
the men of the yacht hurried away and
stood at a short distance, not fond of the
neighbourhood of policemen, and yet by
no means anxious, in spite of their faith
in Golovin, to return on board the yacht
till the bomb was successfully unloaded.

“My friend has hurt his head,” observed
Nickolas to the policemtn. “I am taking
him to the hospital—he had a fall.”

The policeman, who at one time in his
life had taken a few lessons in first aid,
gave Fred’s bruised head the glance of an
expert. !

“That ain’t much,” he said. “I’ve had
plenty worse and been told as ’ow they
was love taps—but of course ’e’s a gent,
and gents is mostly weak like in the ’ed.”

“Theie I cordially agree with you,” said
Nickolas, getting into the cab.

As they started Fred seemed to rouse
himself, and put a puzzled hand to his
head. -

“What is it?’ he muttered. ‘Wher2
are we going?”’

Nickolas hesitated and Fred sat upright.

“You,” he said in a stronger and clearer
tone. “You!” he repeated, with a touch
of what almost scemed despair. “Is this
never to be settled, then?”

The cab stopped, blocked by a heavily-
laden dray which had got stuck somehow
across the street. Fred rose, as if meaning
to get out, but Nickolas laid a heavy
hand on his shoulder and pushed him back
into his seat.

“Well, now then, listen a moment,” he
said, and then went on with deep emotion,
“I tell it to you openly—I loved her and
I love her still.”

Fred started to rise from his seat again,
but again Nickolas thrust him back.

“This is my hour,” he said, in so strange
a voice that even Fred was thrilled. “I
have a right you should listen to me.”
He paused, and what he suffered showed
itself upon his contorted and pallid fea-
tures. “If you bhad told me the truth
from the beginning,” he said, “what would
1 not have been epared ?”

“You are not the ony one,” said Fred
gloomily.

“Why has this thing happened to me?”.
Nickolas went on with a kind of pitiable
confused hurry, strange in a man of his
stern self-restraint. “I did not know—
I could not know—that I was doing
| wrong. I did no wilful wrong, and yet 1
‘have become so entangled that now I
i know no sin 1 have not at least en-
| deavored to commit. TIs that justice?”” he
i asked fiercely. *“I. pitied her and loved
!her, and it has led me to this—to this.
Because no one ever told me—not she,
nor you, nor any one—that she was not
| for me. And yet I say 1 am your equal
iin every—no, by heaven, your superior!”
|© “Very likely,” answered Kred, “only
! she loves me, you sce—or did once.”
| “I could have overcome that—she could
' not have stood out against me for long,”

Nickolas muttered, half to himsclf, “but
what would have been the good? Once |
had such hopes—-when she struck me,
that was. But God is over all, and 1
! could never have made her happy so long
| as she would always have known she had

committed a sin. Well, at any rate, I
{ will show her how little she knew me
| when she told me I did not love her.
| You fellow,” he said to Fred with sudden
roungness, ‘I think so little of you that
i I do not even hate you, but if she wants
| you she must have you!”
| “What do you mean?’ asked Fred

again, the obstructing dray being at last
out of the way.
As it moved on it passed a side opening

\gwallowing mosily in his throat. with a|a somewhat dazed state of mind. Nickolas | at the bottom of which lay the yacht they
watched them, and then, glancing round | had just left; and  glancing at her they

gomewhat unpleacant effect. And through |
all these various sounds, mingled with .a/
| continuous and unceasing shuffling of ft-et,!
! ghere grew yet another sound, that seem-|
‘ed, as it were to wax great. to permeate

the cabin pefore he went, his eye fell on
the enginpers ‘‘For the future, I pray you
in the nmm:\(.)T reaven,” he said to him,

with a ‘fbitter sndag,,<strike your enemies

saw on her an extraordinary commolion

of small excited figures, and a thin bab-

ble of cries that floated faintly to them.
“What can have happened there?’ ex-

|

when, just ai that moment the cab started | =

1

)

claimed Fred, supposing for the moment
that Nickolas’ bomb must be on the point
of exploding.

Nickolas laughed oddly.

“Perhaps,” he remarked, “they have
found out what is in-it.”

And that was indeed the case, for Gol-
ovin, having with infinite care and ekill at
last got the bomb open, had found that
it contained a small, chedp alarm clock—
that and nothing meore,

CHAPTER XXXII.
Good-bye to Golovin.

Golovin presented a ludicrous picture
enough as he sat at the table in the cabin,
before him the bomb he had opened with
such extreme care, and in his hand, he
looking at it with dropped jaw, the small
alarm clock, of which now the slow and
monotonous ticking that had been so full
of such appalling terror had become ‘so
ordinary and commonplace.

“Well, well,” he stammered, breathing
very hard. “I assure you there is nothing
to explode at all—absolutely nothing, i
assure you—""

He sat there a picture of absurd aston-
ishment, and as the news of how they
had been tricked spread through the ship,
this blank. and almost incredulous amaze-
ment was the prevailing eentiment. Then
some grew indignant, chief among these
the young engineer, who stamped about
raving and gesticulating, and swearing
many oaths by many saints that he would
certainly shoot Nickolas.

“] consider him condemned to death,”
he kept repeating, “and after this there
can be no reprieve; henceforth to all
good Revolutionaries Nickolas Kamff is
condemned to death.”

Others, after -their first shock of incredu-
lous surprise was over, experienced chiefly
relief, and some appeared really amused
at it all; the broad eense of fun most
Russians possess tickled at the thought of
the spectacle they had lately presented
when they had all trembled together be-
fore a three-and-sixpenny alarm clock. To
these there soon joined themselves those
whose prevailing sentiment was more truly
a relief they were not sorry to express in
laughter. Before long the only one left
to fulminate rage against Nickolas was the
engineer, who still stamped and shook
his fists in the air.

“1t was what the Americans call a bluff,”
Count O— explained to him. ‘It occurs
in a certain game of cards at which when
you play it you lose much money very
quickly—before you know where you are
indeed. Your adversary has four small
cards, afiid he offers to bet a thousand
dollars on them and that makes you think
they are high ones. So you pay your stake
of fifty dollars over rather than take his
bet of a thousand. This happens till you
have no more money to: lose,” and the
Count shook his head in a pensive recol-
lection of the amount of money he had
once lost at poker during the short trip
between Chicago and Detroit.

“Well, for my part,” said old lvanovitch,
rousing himself, “I am going—it seems to
me everything is over and there is nothing
left to be done.. As for myself, I shall
go to the south of France; it is warm
there, and I think that I perhaps am grow-
ing old.”

He rose with the feeble and dragging
step of age, and went towards the door,
and Ignat, whose suavity was returning
to him as the blood came back to his
cheeks, said to Golovin—

“Well, Kedor Alexandrovitch, for our
part we had better go back to the vard
and see about the safe storing of the rifles.
For the present, at least, and until we
hear from the Committee, I suppose we
must give up all hope of getting them de-
livered in Moscow.”

They went out together, and walking
up from the dock overtook old Ivano-
vitch, who seemed in a dazed, confused
state of mind. He joined them.for no

special reason except that. they were there
to join, and they all three went to the
yvard, where they found Major Nobrikoff
smoking cigarettes and gazing at its
closed doors with an .air of deep contem-
plation.

‘“Well, gentlemen,” he said pleasantly,
as they approached, for though he had
never seen one of them before he recog-
nized- them on the instant for what they
were. ““So this is where you store your
thirty thousand rifles, is it? Well, they
have not been of much service to you.”

“Who are you? What do you know
about it?” growled old Ivanovitch, roused
by this, for the moment, to eomething
like his old self. ‘“‘Have we been betrayed

 again, then?”

“Oh, my dear sir, we know everything,”
declared Nobrikoff. ‘“Yes, yes, your rifles
are here, I know that very well—useless
and dumb.”

“Yes, dumb now, but some day they
may speak loudly enough and too loudly,”
answered old Ivanovitch with sternness,
“for it is decreed by God above that those
who will not listen to the cries of the
people shall hear the thunder of the rifle
instead.”

Nobrikoff sneered.

“And pray who are you,” he asked, “to
know what God has decreed? 1 say God
has decreed obedience to kings.”

“I know what God has decreed for the
future because I know what He has shown
in the past,” the old man answered, “and
as for who I am—I am a Russian and my
name is Ivan Ivanovitch.” !

“That is not the. name of a man; that
is the name of a people,” answered Nob-
rikoff irritably, impressed, without quite
knowing why, by the other’s mannuer.

“I was a people once,” said the old man
strangely, and crossed himself.

Nobrikoff shrugged his shoulders. The
name ‘‘Ivan Ivanovitch” is given to tha
Russian peasant as ‘“John Bull” is to the
typical Englishman, and Nobrikoff mow
supposed that it was assumed.

“Oh, well,” he said, shrugging his
shoulders and lighting a fresh cigarette,
“for my part, I have found out all I was
sent to discover. For example, this afte~
noon I was at the house in Groombridge
Square.” He looked sharply to see the
effect of this announcement, but as none
of the three men showed the least inter-
est, he continued in rather a disappointed
tone, “I myself with my wife and her
mother start back to Russia to-morrow,
now that you can do nothing more.”

“May God attend you and give you
health,” said Ivanovitch politely.

Nobrikoff gave a florish of his hand in
acknowledgement of this wish, then frown-
ed and hesitated, threw down the cigar-
ette he had just lighted, and finally walked
away with a brief word of farewell. Nor
could any casual onlooker have supposed
that this had been a meeting between
three leading partakers in a deadly and
far-reaching conspiracy, and the man who
by luck and the hard play of circumstance
had succeeded in defeating it.

“So he is going back to Russia, is he?”
muttered © Golovin, looking after him.
“Now I wonder if it would be possible to
plant a littke bomb-——quite a small one—
in his luggage somewhere.”

“Probably he has got to know,” Ignat
observed, “that his wife's sister was con-
cerned with us in this affair, and he is
anxious both to claim his reward in
Petersburg and to make sure that no one
uses the relationship to damage him or
belittle his achievements. Of course, too,
he hopes to throw us off our guard by
telling us he is going away, though with-
out a doubt he has left a dozen other
spies worse than himself behind him.”

“Oh, beyond doubt,” agiced old Ivano-
vitech. “Well 1 «hall go awayealso, but
not to Russia—to Frauce, where the sun
is warm. Fedor Alexandroviteh, will you
go to Groombridge Square and tell Anna
Paolovna that all is over—all is over,” he
mumbled again to himself, as if trying to
understand those bitter words.

Without waiting for any answer he be-
gan to walk away, a bent and aged figure,

stooping and very feeble, and so vanished
for ever from that conflict for the lib-

erty of his countrymen that one day—
some day—must end in victory, though
for him there was only failure and defeat
—nor was that failure and defeat any the
less bitter because he knew so well that
all that had happened was the inevitable
result of what at the time he had sup-
posed to be a harmless and almost neces-
gary lie.

Golovin, thinking he might as| well
do that as anything else, -did as he had
been told, and wandered off to Groom-
bridge ' Square, where Annie, since Nick-
olas left her, had eat dully waiting—wait-
ing in misery and despair.

For somehow she had small hope that
Fred would have escaped drowning; she
felt as if already condemned to live for
the future under the heavy doom of
knowing she had brought him to his
end. Yet she hardly felt this very keen-
ly, for life appeared to her to have lost
all its poignancy, and even its reality;
she figured herself to herself as a ship
drifting on the wide river of life that
bore her whither it liked, or as a feather
blown by the strong wind of circum-
stance. She no longer strove, but eat
listlessly, and when gazing through the
window she saw people moving up and
down in the quiet old square outside, she
had difficulty in persuading herself that
they were living, breathing human beings,
rather did they seem to her mere pup-
pets of fate, moved by strings she could
almost imagine she saw reaching from
them up to some vast hand in the sky,
obedient to which they moved, and walk-
ed, and talked.

She was in this mood when Golovin
was shown in to har. She knew him again
and listened while he told her a long,
confused, rambling tale of which she could
make no meaning. Something there was
about an alarm clock but at that she be-
gan to grow impatient, and gladly seized
an opportunity she saw when Golovin
mentioned that he had had nothing to
eat since morning and was extremely
hungry. .

“Oh, well then,” she said at once, ring-
ing the bell, “you must have something
immediately.”

Her manner had chilled him all the
time, and he was as glad to escape as she
to see him go, he and his shrill, confused
voice. So rambling had been his tale
that she had not even gathered that he
knew anything at all about Fred, still
less that he knaw him to be alive. When
Bassett appeared, Annie told her to give
Golovin something to eat, and with deep
relief saw him leave the room with her.

And it is to be feared the relief was
mutual, Golovin experiencing it quite as
keenly. Annie’s cold and sombre manner
had affected him enough to make his al-
ready confused tale still more unintel-
ligible, and the moment he was outside
the room he shook himself as if to get
rid of some unpleasant burden.

“Eh, what a woman, by Heaven,” he
said, “all ice, and fire underneath that
has got choked down for the time. I
would as soon have my fifteen drops of
brandy on the edge of a volecano as talk
to her. How do you exist?” -

“Me?” asked Bassett, eyeing him and
taking his measure very fairly accurately.
“Oh, I toddle along—only thing is, they
don’t work you to death here, and don’t
interfere with you. And I can’t a-bear
being interfered with.”

“She makes me feel cold,” explained
Golovin, “all up and down here,” he said,
indicating his spinal column.

“That’ll- bé when she looks at you,”
said Bassett, with ready understanding.
“And ,now what do you want? How
would ‘cold beef and béer strike you?”’

Golovin indicated that cold beef and
beer would strike him in the heart of his
emotions; and Bassett, after considering
a moment, ushered him into the break-
fast room, and then hurrying down to the
kitchen, busily loaded a tray.

“Missus got a young man she ‘wants me
to feed,” Bassett explained to the cook,
with more amiability than there had been
shown on either side in the kitcher since
the night of Fred’s departure. “Where
is that bottle of pickles? The way things
disappear clean beats me.

Cook, though doubtful and suspicious of
this sudden amiability, pointed out that
they had finished the pickles for dinner
that day, but volunteered to get a new
bottle. Bassett thanked her profusely,
and carried the tray upstairs, chuckling
to herself over the way in which she
was keeping this young man all to her-
self.

She stayed in the room under the pre-
text of waiting on him, and her spirits
grew so exuberant that Golovin, his hun-
ger satisfied, experienced a slight uneasi-
ness, and remarked that the excellent way
the beef was cooked reminded him of his
dear wife’s culinary powers.

“Your dear—what?”’ asked Bassett dis-
gusted. ‘““Have I been wasting my time,
then? Well, I never! Show me a man,
and I'll show you someone ain’t to be
trusted so far as you can see ’em even,
as my poor ma used to say.”

“What is the matter?” asked Golovin
mildly. “I have said nothing, have I?
The bottle of beer is empty,” he added,
tilting it abstractedly.

“More than you are, I should say,” ob-
served Bassett, pointedly. “Ain’t you
finished yet? I don’t want to stop here
all night, and if you don’t hurry, your
wife’ll be combing your hair for you.”

“Oh, but I do not live with her,” Golo-
vin explained, ‘‘she has run away.”

“Run away?” exclaimed Bassett, prick-
ing up her ears; “how was that?”

“I used to beat her so,” Golovin ex-
plained. “A wife needs that—to be well
beaten.”

“And did she let you?” asked Bassett.
“Didn’t she say nothing?”

“She used to weep,” (olovin answered;
“but as for letting me, how could she
help it?—there was she and there was
my stick. I used to beat her nearly every
night, and then, somehow—I know not
why—she ran away.”

“If she had been an English lady,”
said Bassett, hot with indignation, ‘“she
would have tore your hair off and scratch-
ed your eyes out.”

“She was an English lady,” Golovin ans-
wered.  “By heaven, how I beat her. Af-
ter a time perhaps she dil not need it so
often, and it was only necessary for me
to look at her to do exactly as I said.”

“Well, then,” declared Bassett posi-
tively, *‘she certainly wasn’t no English-
woman if she did that.” :

“Ah, but you forget how well I train-
ed her,” declared Golovin, puffing out his
chest.  “Perhaps you do not understand
what kind of a fellow 1 am—when I say
a thing, it simply ‘has to be done. Or
the stick. *I am looking out now for an-
other wife,” he went on, feeling he had
sufticiently established Iris reputation to
be fairly safe, “an Knglishwoman also—
there are no wives like Englishwomen, if
well beaten from the very start.”

“She weren't no Englishwoman,” per-
sisted Bassett, edging towards the Jdoor.

“Well, her name was Hannah Jones,”
said Giolovin calmly. *“‘That is English, is
it not%’ ;

Bassett gave him a quick ook, hesitated

for a moment, and then muttered soms-
thing about fetching another bottle of
beer, hurried out of the room. Golgvin

rose and swaggered to himself on the
hearthrug.

“Eh, eh,” he said aloud, with satisfac-
tion; “what a fellow she thinks me—be-
fore she would give me no more beer, and
now she goes for it like a lamb.” He
smiled complacently. “By Heaven, how
she stared,” he murmured.

Still smiling he swayed gently to and
fro on his toes, mildly complacent. The
door opened, and Bassett re-appeared, fol-
lowed by the cook.

“Name of Hannah Jones, he said,” re-
marked Bassett, “and he's a Russian same
as your second was. Thought you might
as well have a look.”

“Gracious sakes alive,” said the cook,
staring at him. “So it is you, Sandy.”

“Hannah,” exclaimed Golovin, backing
away. “It ien’t you, Hannah?”

“And now,” said Baseett, with excited
interest, “I shall sec which of ’em was
lying.”

And immediately the cook solved that
problem by striding across the room ani
taking Golovin by “the ear.

“I eay—don’t,” protested Golovin. *I
assure you, it hurts.” i

“It ain’t €0 much the running away,”
said the cook grimly, “it’s the saying you
was drowned and letting me in for fil
that trouble with them there insuranc:
companies. Three hundred dead corpses,”
said the cook, her voice rising with the
memory of her wrongs, “did I identif,
as you, one after the other, and couldn’t
get paid on none of ’em.”

“Qw-w,” said Golovin, as she gave his
ear a violent twist—“ow-w—please not to
do that—ow-w-w.”

*Shall you keep him now you've got
him?” Baesett inquired.

“‘Oh, anything in reason,” said the cook,
gloomiiy, ‘“such as he is, he’s better than
nothing”; and still holding him by the
ear, she marched him towards the door.

“My little dove,” he groaned. “Ow-w,
my dove—please be so kirnd as to let me
go, and I will come with you just the
same.”

“It's safer holding,”’ said the cook
briefly.

“Well, at least,” urged Golovin, “you
might hold the other ear now.”
go, and I will come with you just the
gripping it with such energy that tears.
of agony came into his eyes.

“And mind,” said the cook, pausing as
she was guiding him through the door-
way, “if ever I find so much as a hint of
them there nasty low things you used to
call bombs about you, I'll take the roll-

ing-pin to you straight away. Under-
stand ?”
“I  understand—ow-w-w,”  exclaimed

Golovin. “Oh, holy saints, be merciful
to my little ear.”

“Mrs. Jones, ma’am,” exclaimed Bas-
sett from behind, in an ecstacy of ad-
miration that quite swept away all mem-
ory of past ill-feeling, ‘‘you—you—you're
a blood-alley, ma’am, and I can’t say no
more.”

The cook glanced back, touched by the
obvious genuineness of this high compli--
ment.

“Seeing as this here’s a happy occa-
sion,” she said, twisting Golovin's ear
thoughtfully, ‘‘and seeing as my perks
ain’t been bad, what do you say to mv
standing stewed - eels for tea once yet
again.”

Bassett hesitated, felt her slack waist-
band, and decided. L
“Mrs. Jones, ma’am,” she said, wi’~

deep emotion, “I am with you”’; and

the cook led on the captive Golovin, &

followed the re-united pair down ¢t

kitchen stairs of reconcilement into, ]

ibtl _be hoped, lasting peace and domestic
iss.

(To be continued.) §

CHURCH FIFTY
YEARS IN THE WORK

The fiftieth anniversary services of Lein-
ster street United Baptist Church, Sur
day, drew large congregations both mor
ing and evening. The Sunday School a
niversary, which was celebrated in th.
afternoon, was attended by most of the
scholars besides a goodly number of visit-
ors. The services were very impressive.
Rev. E. W. Kelly, a formef pastor of the
church and who is a returned missionary
from Burma, preached, while Miss Gerow,.
medical missionary from Felore, addressed
the Sunday School.

Rev. Mr. Kelly’s subject in the morning
was the Function of the Church. The
text was Colossians, 1-18, “And He is the
head of the church, that in all things He
might have the preeminence.”

The preacher first dealt with the mis-
gion of the church- in the world. This
was the organization to which was en-,
trusted the task of winning the world
back to God. Christ became the mediator
between God and man and it was the
glory of the church to reconcile men to,
Christ.

Rev. Mr. Kelly’s second thought was
the message with which the church was
entrusted and by means of which she was
to perform her work. This was the news
of Christ’s love. of His life from the man-:
ger to the cross and His resurrection and.
ascension.

There was, the speaker said, dymamic
force in this message to transform men.
There never was such power to thrill and
Lold men and it was the function of te
church to proclaim this. How? Y.
preaching. This did not confine the work
to the pulpit for every unit of the church,
universal was bound to preach . Christ,
through his life_every day. !

Rev. Mr. Kelly concluded with an earn.
est appeal to his hearers to live unselfisk
Christian lives. The whole sermon was!
an able and eloquent one. The theme and
treatment were thoroughly evangelistic,
and it was evident that a decp impression
was made. — \

The Rev. Mr. Kelly preached to a con-
gregation that completely filled the church
in the evening. His subject was the un-
selfish Christ and the discourse was an.
cloquent and powerful evangelistic one.,
After the service a meeting was held for
inquirers and was also largely attended. |

The services will be continued till Wed-
nesday evening. To-night will be young
people’s night.  Rev. F. W. Alton, of Sus-
sex, J. Ilunter White, William Kingston
and others will deliver addresses. Tues-
day evening will be denominational night,
when Rev.-J. A. Gordon, D.D.; of Mon-
treal and Rev.. David Hutchinson will
speak. On Wednesday evening there wiil,
be held a congregational night with ap-,
propriale services. A history of the church,
will be read by A. A. Wilson, K. C., and.
Rev. Dr. Gordon will give an address.

The best way to keep horses’ necks and
shoulders from getting sore is to be care-
ful at the beginning of the season's work.
Once the skin is worn off the neck or shoul-'
ders it is difficult to heal it over while the
horse is working. ° Badly fitting collars and
dirty sweat pads are responsible for many
bad shoulders and necks/
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